80           LINES ON A PICTURE
The eddies curl and crawl
Over the dead men's bones, Flooding the hoary chancel wall,
Lapping the altar stones.
And in their windy play,
They toss up and down a hand,
Paler than blossoms of hedgerow may, When the spring treads light on the land.
A frozen little hand,
That languidly swings with the waves, And helplessly clutches the silver sand
In the stiff rank grass of the graves.
And buried in the grass
Lies a little body white, Borne by the surge to the bleak morass
In the storm of a winter night.
And pillowed on an arm,
Slender as wilding trail, A face in a deadly, delicate calm,
A maid's little face, fair and frail.
And near it a sightless skull,
With a grimly horrible grin, And eye-sockets empty and dull,
And shrivelled and wrinkled skin.